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Love is Strange 


Author's Notes: 
[ This story received a little makeover on 1/15/2022! ] 


| actually don't know if Keith ever dated someone named ‘Katie’, | wanted their first initials to match and it was 


the first name that came to mind. 
John and Keith are not yet a romantic couple, but are friends with benefits or ‘temporary other halves’, as an 
alternative and more affectionate descriptor. 


They will become a romantic couple in the future, but I'm not telling when~. 


| intended for all of the chapters to take place around the late 60's, at some point before John had his pretty 


beard. Yes, that information is important for future chapters. 


Happy year of the Ox~! 


My goal is to eventually have I2 chapters in total before the end of the Chinese New Year. Here's hoping | can 
make that happen. 


A friend will be there while you're dealing with a breakup. 
A best friend will be your rebound! 


The chapter title comes from Vixen's ‘Edge of a Broken Heart. It came up on my work playlist and an idea | 


had been playing with for the past few months decided it needed to be written right then and there. 


"You don't need her. She's a fuckin’ bitch if she thinks she can make you choose between us and her." John 
placed their drinks on the table and settled into the booth across from his heartbroken bandmate. "What you 
need is a good blowjob." He said it so casually that it nearly caught Keith off guard. His dyed counterpart 
rarely spoke so obscenely when he ran the risk of being heard in public. Thankfully no one else in the pub 


seemed to be focused on them. 


"Sex is the last thing on my mind right now. Thanks, but no thanks" Keith stared down into his glass instead of 
knocking it back as he usually would. He truly was broken up over the dumb broad and John felt so helpless. 


"You sure? It'll make you feel better. Besides, when's the last time you got a blowjob?" Again with the 
bluntness. He was getting right to the point, wasn't he. 


"From Katie? Never. It sure as fuck wasn't from a lack of asking, either." The words were spit with so much 


venom John almost expected the table to melt. 


"Woooww.. Nearly one year and she treated you like that? What a bitch." Good things may have been worth 
waiting for, but John knew damn well how much of a tease she was. Keith had often complained that Katie 
would ask him to beg for attention, to ‘prove he deserved it, only to deny and humiliate him afterwards. He did 
enjoy humiliation, but she took the kink too far and outside of their bedroom. It wasn't sexy, it was abuse. 


"Katie wasn't a bitch, don't say that" Keith's eyes narrowed in a glare sharper than a dagger. He could never 
stay angry at John, no matter how much he wished he could. Especially at times like this. 


John sighed with frustration. "She tried to make you get rid of your cat, and she burned your autographed 
Elvis picture, and she cheated on you, and she tried to make you leave the band, aanndd she left you for an 
ugly piece of shit who isn't nearly as successful or funny," he pointed out, counting the offences on his fingers 


theatrically. "That's a real bitch if I've ever seen one. A total cunt, even 


"Maybe he treats her better, | dunno. He's got more time for her, at least." It wasn't often Keith showed his 
insecurities. They were always hidden by a facade of silliness and practical jokes, but John saw right through it. 


He always did. 


"You bent over backwards for that cunt! If she told you to jump off a bridge you'd have done it” 
"That's a lie." 


"Is it really, Keith? Honestly? You had almost no social life with her. Every free minute was spent glued to her 
side! I've watched you slowly fall apart ever since you two got serious. Even Koger has seen it. He keeps to 

himself, you know him. f he can see it, then there's definitely something wrong." The amount of emphasis made 
Keith uncomfortable. It was like he was back in school and being chastised by the headmaster for misbehaving. 


"Keith, please." John sighed in frustration. "Just. listen to me, okay?" 


Even though he knew John was right, he decided to hold his ground. Keith could be just as stubborn as his 
bandmate when he really wanted to be. He kept his gaze focused on his glass which uncharacteristically sat 


untouched, just begging to be drank. 


"You can be as rough as you'd like with me. Pull my hair, slap me, call me a whore. I'll even let you call me her 
name and choke me if itll make you feel better." John wore a sly grin, the kind he only took on when 


encouraging his younger bandmate's dangerous and destructive behaviour. 
Keith snorted with a hint of a laugh as he finally met and held his bassist's gaze. "You can’t be serious." 


"Serious as can be. I'd need six hands to count the number of times you've complained to me about how she 
used you to get off and left you to your own devices, or humiliated you for politely asking the favour to be 
returned. „and that's just within the past few months!" He knew it was the truth but that smug grin annoyed 
him. Had it been anyone else, Keith would have slapped it right off. 


When he received no response, John tried yet again. "Let me blow you." He reached across the table to take 
his bandmate's hand and lace their fingers, just as they had before she came into the picture. "If you really 
don't want it, thats fine. We can pretend | never asked." 


"Right here?!" Something about the idea of getting head underneath the table at their favourite pub just felt.. 
facky. Wait, what the fuck was he thinking?! Before that dirty slut got her claws into him Keith would have 
jumped at the offer, no matter if they were situated in their usual dimly lit corner or not. 


‘I'm gonna play a ‘reverse’ card on you," Keith squeezed his bandmate's hand playfully. 


"What? Youre the one that needs the fucking rebound, not me." The confusion woven into John's voice caused 


it to rise in pitch just slightly. 


‘Its been nearly a year since | last saw a cock that wasn't my own, much less held or sucked one. I've missed 


it.. especially yours." For the first time in months the signature cheshire cat smile made an appearance. 


‘Only if you're sure this is what you want," John ran his fingers along his bandmate's dry and cracked knuckles. 


"But you'd better let me return the favour once we get home." 


"Of course!" Keith pulled his hand away so he could knock back his now room temperature drink. "Anything you 
wanna do to me, you can" He was under the table before John had a chance to try and unreverse the 


situation. 


His hands easily found the bassist's thick, warm thighs in the near absence of light. As his nails glided over 
soft black leather, Keith could feel the muscles terse. A little higher they crept, exploring the perfectly 
framed and slowly growing bulge. The thought of touching and seeing his bandmate's cock made his own 
restrained stiffening erection pulse. Already he could smell the distinct scent of John's sweat and cologne mixed 


with the leather. 


Talented fingers found and unhooked the equally soft and dark belt that perfectly accented the skin tight 
leather trousers. Keith found the button, carefully pulled it open, and coaxed the zipper down. The scent 
intensified and his heartbeat quickened. While he had missed the distinct and unique scent only a man could 
offer, he especially missed the scent of the gorgeous man sitting before him. 


Slowly Keith ran his fingers along John’s now fully hard, but still concealed erection He wasted no time getting 
the pesky boxers down in order to free his prize. Ohh how he wished he could see the warm and heavy 


arousal! Feeling it pulse within his grip would be enough for now. 


No time was wasted as he kissed the already damp tip, the taste of precome salty but so very welcome. 
Above him John's breath hitched, and Keith realized just how much he had missed the sweet sound. With the 
strong desire to hear more, he licked a stripe up the underside of the firm arousal he wished he could see. 


When his tongue reached the tip he offered it a slow lick and pressed against the slit. 


While he wanted to spend hours worshipping John’s cock, Keith knew it wasn’t an option. Even if they did know 
the owner, nothing would stop an especially uptight and bitchy server or patron from alerting the authorities 


if they were caught. 


With no warning Keith accepted John's erection between his lips and swallowed it all with a skill he had 
forgotten he possessed. Again his bassists breath hitched and in return a hand moved from his leather clad 
thigh to cup his balls and give a gentle squeeze. The man above him sounded so much more sweet than he 


remembered, and Keith was desperate to hear even more. 


As he rubbed the base of his bandmate's erection, the sound of footsteps coming closer caught his attention, 
an unmistakable click of high heels upon tile. He could hear a sweet and airy voice asking if John wanted 
another bottle of bourbon or coke. The gorgeous bassist gave a quick and choked out ‘no thank yous, and 
covered it with a clear of his throat, pretending his voice had given a crack. He could almost hear the mental 
curses John must've been screaming, both from pleasure and embarrassment. There was no doubt in his mind 


he would be paying for it later, hopefully with some edging. 


When he finally needed to breathe Keith came up to give the tip of his temporary other half's erection the 


attention it so desperately needed. John was a leaky mess, and he was all too happy to swallow every drop of 


the delicious crystal clear precome. 


As he stroked what his mouth wasn't worshipping, Keith could feel the arousal within his grip pulsing quicker, 
harder. Precome flowed like water and he knew it would be over soon. His tongue focused on the area just 
under the glans, flicking over it in a rhythm that matched the jukebox. Just as he had hoped, his efforts were 


rewarded with another soft groan. 


John muttered something that just vaguely sounded like #m close: In response Keith offered a hum of 
acknowledgement, encouraging his bandmate to give in, and it was all over. He knew that above him John was 
doing his best to keep quiet and not let on what was happening, but he imagined the gorgeous bassist with his 
eyes clenched shut, head tilted back and lips slightly parted. It had been so long since they were last together, 
and he couldn't remember what John looked like as finally hit that high point and went over it. 


Keith drank everything he was offered, not daring to miss even a single drop and risk ruining his dyed 
counterpart's pretty trousers and boxers. Slowly he stroked the softening cock within his grip and gave the tip 


one last slow, long lick and a gentle kiss. 


Before getting off of the dirty floor Keith tucked John's cock back into his boxers and helped him fix his 
trousers and belt. When he finally slid back up into his seat, he took notice his bandmate was 
uncharacteristically dishevelled; hair a mess, features flushed with a soft tint that only sexual arousal and 


release could provide. 
"You were amazing," John managed to get out softly, still panting. "Best I've ever had, just like always." 


Keith's cheshire grin returned and he purred sweetly, "only the best for my Foxy Oxy." He took his bandmate's 
hand and laced their fingers once more. "How about we ditch this place now? You go pay the tab while | collect 
myself" He really didn't want someone to notice his own neglected erection tenting his impossibly tight 
trousers. The temptation to take care of himself under the table was strong, but the thought of John 


touching him was so much more enticing. 


Once they were outside and heading toward Pete and his car, John leaned down to whisper softly into Keith's 
ear. "Just wait ‘til | get you home.. you'll be reminded my hands are good for more than making music." He 
wasn't the best at pickup lines, but Keith loved him all the same. And as they passed the restaurant he and 
Katie had gone for their first date, Keith realized John he was right. He really didn't need that bitch after all. 


| Cant Believe | Could Have Been So Blind 


Author's Notes: 

** TRIGGER WARNING FOR CONSENSUAL NON-CONSENT / RAPE-PLAY. ** 

If that happens to bother you, | have more John x Keith in my archive~. 

If you love the idea of John and Keith roleplaying a sexy scene but want something a bit lighter, you might 
also enjoy JaeNunyah's ‘Heaven and Hell' chapter of ‘Smash Your Head Against the Wall! -- 
htps://wwwrockfic.com/story/34 144/index 


As the previous chapter states, John and Keith are not yet a romantic couple, but are friends with benefits 


or ‘temporary other halves’, as an alternative and more affectionate descriptor. 


Wow.. has it really been over a year and a half since | started this story?! This was meant to be updated once 


a month during all of 2021, but that obviously didn't happen Better late than never, | guess~! 
To go with the first chapter, this chapter's title is also a lyric from Vixen's ‘Edge of a Broken Heart. 


Originally this was going to be a roleplay scene that included some crossdressing and penetration, but 
ultimately | decided this chapter should be a direct continuation of the previous. The actual crossdressing and 


penetration will happen.. but l'm not telling when~. 


It was a struggle to keep their hands to themselves on the ride back to Keith's. Of course Pete knew they 
were together - everyone and their ex-husband's second cousin's dog knew - but it was rude to subject him 


to their touchy-feely nonsense when it was clear he would not be invited to join 


Keith pinned John against the front door once they had gotten inside. The bedroom was too far away and he 
didn't want to wait even a moment more. The promise to do as he wished to his handsome bassist awakened 


something deep within him, something he had long forgotten existed. 


The only light filtering in was from the nearby hallway, leaving John's form partially illuminated. The illusion 
would be just realistic enough, Keith decided. Katie shared John's dark hair colour and she towered over him 
with the elegant, strappy heels she was never seen without. 


Keith's hand found the centre of John's chest, palm flat against the smooth, warm flesh that his button down 
shirt had allowed to be exposed on the ride home. He could feel the heartbeat beneath his fingers, and the 


quickened pulse made his own race. "Don't you dare try to get away from me." 


‘Keith, wh-what are you doing? You're scaring me" John had done his best to not only raise his voice to a 
much more feminine pitch, but also make it abundantly clear that he was comfortable and consenting to the 
scene. While he wasn't experienced with rising his pitch, John doubted Keith would even care. He likely wouldn't 


be speaking much, anyway. 


Roleplaying was something the pair had never explored, not even in casual non-sex fuelled conversations. It 
seemed to be so.. taboo. That was the word, wasn't it? It seemed to be so wrong, so.. dirty. Though, that 


opinion was only held by vanilla couples, wasn't it. 
John considered himself anything but vanilla 


Roleplaying was something that had entered his masturbation fantasies more often than he cared to admit. 
Keith was always the one to take on a character, though. Usually a woman, He fucked ‘her’, and Alison 
pretended lady-Keith was her side-girlfriend and joined in on the fun Sometimes Pete was there, too. 


John found it hilarious that the first time -- he hoped there would be many more opportunities in the future, 
anyway -- his secret desire for roleplaying was explored, he was taking the role of a woman, While he had 
never once considered wearing anything even close to classifying as ‘feminine’, his mind had begun to explore 


the concept. 


There was no way he would make a pretty woman, he decided. No amount of makeup, clothing, or padding would 
help. Maybe it was the alcohol and lust speaking, but for just a moment John envied Keith for his ability to 
flawlessly explore both sides of society's strict gender demands without a fuck to give regarding others’ 
thoughts and opinions. 


His own thoughts were allowed to drift freely without interruption, as Keith had just been staring at him, 
breaths coming in shuddered, lustful pants. John would've been concerned if it wasn't for the hungry look 
clouding those beautifully dark eyes. Keith was focused, and John knew he was searching through his lust hazy 
thoughts, seeking the perfect words to compliment their scene. This specific scenario was very likely going to 
be a once in a lifetime event, and so they weren't going to race through it. 


‘lm gonna get what you keep fucking denying me." Keith's tone sent chills down John's spine, and that thrilling 
sensation was only intensified as the hand upon his chest found his bare, flawless neck without warning. Fingers 
dug into the soft, pale flesh, not cutting off his air but making it fucking loud and clear that they could 


without a moment's notice. "You even think about fighting me, and you'll fucking regret it. Am | clear?" 


"Y-yes." The thought of being choked made John's blood quickly rush south. Much to the bassist's 
disappointment, Keith was quick to shift his hands to his shoulders and roughly push him downward. John 


resisted a curse as his knees met the hardwood floor with no time to brace himself for the impact. 


A hand holding his darkened tresses captive kept him still. John wouldn't have moved away, even if given the 
option. He already knew what was coming, he wasn't stupid, and this definitely wasn't the first time he had been 


on his knees before his bandmate. Just as always, John watched with wide eyed amazement at just how quick 


Keith was able to get his Levi's undone with only one hand. While he would have loved to admire the pulsing 
cock he had not seen in so very long, his naturally dark counterpart shattered those thoughts with a single 


command. 
"Open, whore!" 


John found himself frozen as the sharp, vicious order came paired with a rough slap across his cheek. Had 
they not been playing, he would've barked back that he didn't have time to fucking think, let alone react. 
Quickly he realized being caught off guard and confused would very likely be a running theme for their scene. 
John wasn't sure if it was intentional for added realism, but if that was what Keith desired, then he would 


gladly play along. 


"| said open, you dirty cunt!" Keith's fingers had found their way into John's mouth, making it clear that he 
was not following orders quick enough. Weilding that vile, wicked, evil ‘c-word' was almost better than an 
orgasm. Katie dispised that word, and made her displeasure for the ‘slur’ well known. She threw a fit if anyone 
dared to say it, no matter if it was aimed toward her or not. Keith hated to admit he had fantasized about 
calling Katie every cruel, sexist insult and slur more often than he had ever fantasized about her pretty lips 


around his needy cock 


Anyone else might've bitten down on reflex, but John was used to rough oral. It was a fun challenge to test 
his breath control and definitely something he enjoyed. Whether Keith remembered that little detail or not, he 


wasn't sure, and really didn't care. 


Eagerly John swallowed every inch of his bandmate's cock when it was forced upon him. His eyes fell closed as 
he focused on not relaxing his throat, for added realism. He didn't have a gag reflex, but was sure the idea of 


Katie being unable to swallow cock would be a thrill 


"You fuckin’ bite me and I'll beat you to an inch of your life, you hear?" Keith's hand found his handsome 
bassist's hair once more and curled into the dark tresses. "You'd better learn to like my cock down your 


throat. God knows it's tighter than your dirty, used cunt." 


The rage backing those acid infused words made John shudder, and a quiet moan escaped his stuffed throat. 
He chanced looking up, despite the low light. As to be expected, Keith was staring down at him with an icy 


wicked glare. 


"Aww, poor little pretty girl.. on her knees like the dirty slut she is." The image was much more powerful and 
arousing than Keith could have ever imagined. With the limited amount of lighting, it didn't look like John at all, 
it really did look like Katie was on her knees before him. While he wanted to pace himself, to take it slow and 
easy, Keith couldn't resist thrusting into the warm, wet, tantalizing mouth wrapped around his aching erection 
"| would've bent you over and rammed my cock in your cunt, but I'm sure you're so loose | wouldn't be able to 


feel anything!" 


An amused laugh joined the insult, and John realized he was enjoying the scene more than he probably should. 
He wished he could touch his own painful, restricted erection, but didn't dare. Keith was expecting an answer, 
and he wasn't about to disappoint. While he couldn't speak with a cock-filled mouth, that didnt mean he couldn't 
whine. Not only did the vocalization have the expected effect of sounding like a distraught woman, it also had 
the added benefit of providing extra stimulation 


Keith couldn't resist a sharp hiss from the unexpected vibration, and his fingers further tightened into John's 
hair on reflex. "You try so hard to sound upset, but | can hear the arousal within your poor, sweet, pathetic 
little whines." Despite the absolute joy -- both physically and mentally -- fucking ‘Katie's' mouth brought him, 


he didn't want to blow his load so soon. 
"Hands where | can see ‘em, slut," Keith pushed ‘her’ away. 


John was quick and obedient, yet unsure where to place or even what to do with his hands. Settling for the 
safest choice, he found Keith's furry thighs, nails gently digging into the warm flesh. 


"Wrong choice, Katie. You will use both of your hands to service me, as well as your mouth. | don't want you 
touching your dirty, used cunt. You even fry to sneak a hand down between your thighs and I'll cut your clit 


off. Am I clear?" 


John's breath hitched. The thought was both horrifying and yet somehow so very arousing. How disgusting of 
him to be turned on by something so gruesome! "Y-yes," he stammered, no acting needed. "Yes, Sir." A bit of 
unexpected master and servant play always made everything even more fun! 


"Good girl," Keith said quietly, almost lovingly. The hand that had been so tightly holding John's hair slid down to 
his smooth, clean-shaven cheek. "If you do a good job | won't take a knife to your pretty skin.” His thumb 
glided along his bassist's lips, wiping away the precome that gave the illusion of Katie's favourite lip gloss. 


"Would be so sad if an aspiring model was left with a smile to rival the Joker's, now wouldn't it?" 


'I-IIl do a good job, Sir. | promise!" John said, just a bit too eager, voice both breathy and convincing. "Please 


give me a chance, Sir?" 


"Get to work, you dirty cunt" Keith's hand moved to work his boxers down completely, exposing every bit of 
himself. "Both hands," he hissed. "Don't forget, | do keep a switch blade on me." 


Right away John got back into action, pulling out every last trick he knew. His eyes had remained open, gazing 
upwards toward his current partner while he ever so slowly licked a stripe up from Keith's balls to the slick 
tip of his pulsing erection One hand wrapped around the shaft, while the other worked its way down to tease 
his inner thighs. 


John could feel his own arousal pulsing nearly in time with Keith's, just like when they used to lay together. 
Each and every insult, grab of his hair, lust and anger fuelled hiss and growl made him even harder. He had 


long since begun to leak precome, and could feel both his boxers and leather trousers were absolutely soaked 


Had it been anyone else, and had it not been a fantasy being fulfilled, he would've gone against the rules and 
begun stroking himself by now. 


"You're quite talented, arent you," Keith sneered, the condescending rhetorical question breathy. ‘| can't help 
but wonder who taught you.." Keith's hand once more found John's hair and curled into the darkened strands. 


"Was it your step-brother? Your boss? Maybe the handsome photographer John and | double teamed?" 


John clearly remembered that night with the pretty photographer. They had gone out with him ‘for a pint 
after the shoot, but wound up back at their hotel room. The pretty man had been their first random 
encounter, but would be far from their last. That night had been so fucking hot! John had received some very 
high quality photos of Keith in increasingly spicy poses and states of undress in exchange for a blowjob. 


"You look so much prettier with somethin’ in your mouth." Keith shuddered, and John knew he was getting 
close. "If you stop now, I'll slit your fucking throat and leave you here to bleed" 


Insults and threats had fallen so freely from Keith's lips. Each and every one made John's cock that much 
harder. He was sure he just might come if he kept it up! Never had he managed to come without his aching 
cock receiving the attention it so desperately cried out for, but he was so sure that it might actually happen! 


No longer satisfied with the rhythm and pace John had set, Keith took over, fucking his throat as if his life 
depended on it. It felt as if he was held on a razor thin edge for a century, orgasm just barely out of his 
reach, cock throbbing and screaming for satisfaction Some small part of him didn't ever want it to end. Keith 
wanted to continue fucking ‘Katies throat until the little teasing cunt begged him to stop or passed out from 
the inability to ever take a full, deep breath. In the end, an unexpected, distressed, pathetic whimper was what 
finally sent him over the edge. Down Keith forced ‘her’ onto his cock, fingers yet again tightening into darkened, 
silky strands as he spilled everything he had to offer. 


"Swallow it all, you fucking worthless, diseased cunt!" The anger and frustration behind Keith's command made 


John feel warm in all the right ways, and he was positive it showed. 


John did as was ordered of him, swallowing absolutely everything he possibly could. When Keith finally let him 
go, John sat back on his ankles and leaned against the door, softly panting. He hadn't come, but was still 

incredibly close. It took all he had not to stuff his hands between his thighs and massage his painful erection 
through the oh so tight material that gripped his hips like a vice. As tempting as it was, he didn't dare. The 


scene was still active, as far as he knew, anyway, and he wouldn't ruin it just because he needed to come. 


Once he was satisfied, Keith sank down to his knees, legs weak and shaky. He never could stay standing for long 
after he had come. As the lust hazed fog slowly faded, he took notice of the sight before him. John was 
panting, nails digging into his leather clad thighs, a deep flush covering his pretty features. Was it lust or was 


it fear, he wondered? 


"did | go too far?" Keith asked, worry having been substituted for the venom he had been wielding just 


moments prior. 


"N-no," John said. "That was the hottest thing I've ever experienced," he admitted. "How about we go up to 
your room now? | really want out of these, and | need to come right fucking now," he cast his gaze down to 


his sweat and precome soaked leather trousers. 


"I can only imagine," Keith said, his hand finding the straining bulge that threatened to rip the soft fabric. "I'd 
love to, but only if you think you can carry me. | don't think I'd be able to stand even if | tried" 


John's breath caught in his throat as he tried to arch up against the teasing and talented fingers. "I'd love to.. 
but if you keep that up, I'm gonna come right here." 


"Maybe that's what | want," Keith traced along the head of his handsome bassist's concealed cock. "No way 
you're gonna last long once we're upstairs.. itll be a miracle if you're even able to get your cock out without 


coming," he teased. "I bet just the satisfaction of no longer being restrained would do you in" 


"Probably--" John said, the single word cutting off into a pathetic whimper. He wanted to give a warning, or at 
least a desperate plea for Keith to keep his affection up, but gentle pinch to his swollen, sensitive cock head 


marked the end for him. 


The relief was beyond euphoric! John couldn't remember a time he had needed to come so fucking desperately, 
when he had been so very near the edge with the goal insight, but unable to reach it himself. As he made an 
even bigger mess of himself, Keith offered quiet, sweet words of affection and praise. 


"Feel better now?" Keith asked with a sweet, teasing hum as his index finger slid along his bandmate’s still 


pulsing cock. 


"Too sensitive, " John swatted the hand away. "Yes, and thank you very much.. | think | should be asking you 


the same." 


‘Mmhh.. also yes." Keith leaned in to place a kiss to John's cheek "I don't think there are any words known to 
man that can express just how thankful | am. You helped me fulfil a fantasy | never thought I'd get to live 
out.. Dunno what I'd do without you." 


"I know you'd do the same for me." John returned the affection, but with a kiss to Keith's lips. "Now, let's get 


in the shower and then we can plan out your fantasy for real.. if you'd like.” 


If Keith had been a cat, his ears would have perked up. "You'd do that for me? Like, as in.. the full thing? and 


will you still carry me?" 


"Of course, to both." Once had finally managed to stand, John scooped his pretty bandmate up bridal style. It 
felt strange, yet at the same time it also felt so right. While he had no doubt things would be awkward at 
first, he knew they would eventually pick up right where they had left off, and eventually it would be like she 


had never existed. 


Whether Keith was truthful about his sex life with Katie or not, John didn't know and didn't care. All he did 
know was that his handsome bandmate obviously needed it. He was all too happy to reciprocate what he had 
been so freely given earlier that night, even if it did kill his knees and make his jaw painfully sore. 


Anything for Keith, anything at all. Any time, any where. 


No questions asked. 


